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	1. i

a/n: Well. This happened.

It's a story I've already finished (I'll be uploading the rest of it within the next few days), but it's definitely one heck of a story. It's dramatic, pretty fluffy, and has absolutely zero battle in it, so if you're here for that, I wouldn't bother with all 20000 words...haha.

Anyways, I worked my tail off on it (sorry, Kaden), and I hope you like it. It's definitely a...weird twist on the game, as I follow Leo through the beginning of the game until the end of his life. It's fluffy and it's goopy, but hopefully you're into that sort of thing, because here this is, in all it's glory. Leo is a little OOC, sometimes, just because there's some instances that I feel he would have changed to react that way. Anyways, I hope you love it as much as I do (I'm quite bias, though) and please enjoy!

DISCLAIMER: I don't own Fire Emblem: Fates or its characters. I did write a pretty long story about them, though.

RATED T FOR: Leo's excess use of "damn" and some suggestive stuff.

SPOILERS: For Birthright and Conquest, Fire Emblem.

* * *

><p>Uncertain and Stronger Still<p>

20,582 words.

* * *

><p><em>i.<em>

_[You never did tell me how you felt those few days where you had to choose. I can't imagine they were anything worth remembering.]_

Corrin smiled into his mouth as he held her, hands entwined into his hair.

When her extended family visited the Northern Fortress, it was something of dream, she figured. Something of a longing and a beauty—the fortress itself was so cold and unmoving, so lifeless and deserted, that the presence of her siblings and of her friends made it much more worthwhile.

From there, however, Corrin couldn't quite pin down when she had first fallen in love with Leo.

She assumed it was just brotherly love, a love grown because he visited her the most frequently and could often be valued at the highest in her heart. Leo loaned her books while he was away, brought stories and tales from outside the walls, and often told of his extravagant and dangerous missions that took him away from the fortress for so long. But he was really the only sibling that kept coming back, time after time, again and again.

Corrin knew he came mostly to appease his introverted, quiet self—the boy full of silent dreams and genius tactics—at first. But then his visits became more frequent than that and he would be around at least once a week, if not more, mostly for tea or for dinner, and Corrin loved it, him and his visits and his books.

Elise and Camilla visited, of course, quite often and with pretty presents of dresses and necklaces and teacups, but they never stayed long, and if they did, it was often to give Corrin lessons of etiquette or teach her about how a proper wife was to behave. Funny, really, since that seemed to be her only life purpose.

But it made her feel dull, made her feel dead, made her feel _lifeless._

So when Leo took her to the top of the castle and trained her, trained her with swords and with tomes and with staves, she felt alive; Corrin felt like _that_ was where she belonged, on the battlefield, fighting for what she believed in. Or perhaps changing the world, helping other trapped girls in stranded castles without fathers and without homes.

Feeling alive, she guessed, was what made her love Leo.

She associated him with it, the feeling of freedom and of passion, and soon enough, he became her everything, much to Jakob's dismay; Leo's visits made her smile throughout the week, his forgotten books stacked on her nightstand so she could read and reread, his laugh and his insight often replayed in her dreams.

If nothing else, Corrin figured it was because he was beautiful—cliché, in all ways, but Leo was. Something of an angel, but not quite; he was somewhere in between, a light sort of star to a dark, wicked sky. He was thoughtful and quiet, but never quite shy. Unsure, maybe, if he was blushing or laughing, but confident in his thoughts and in his processes. His eyes never seemed to dull, even in a world where his father sent him into deadly, moral-less missions, and left him battered and scarred.

She remembered that now as she kissed him.

Leo's kiss was remarkable—Jakob had always laughed at how she went on for hours about how the prince kissed her. Her butler always claimed she had nothing to compare it to, that Leo was magnificent because he was all she had. But she had kissed Silas once or twice, and many of her storybooks had told her what a kiss should be.

His kiss was certainly what it should have been.

He hadn't kissed her until he was sure they were unrelated, though at that point, Corrin was already in love with his soul and with his mind and it was much too late for her heart's desire. When he came knocking at her door with the news, however, he had kissed her then and there, shyly at first, unsure only because he had never done something quite like that, kiss a girl who was beautiful beyond her years and desirable because of her thoughts, not her body—thought that was quite beautiful too.

Now they kissed again, and Corrin laughed again into his mouth, her nose pressed against his, and she felt his smile pressed unto her lips.

"Something funny, Corrin?" He asked and his mouth trailed a little further off to give her space to reply, leaving lines of kisses across her cheek and her cupid's bow, over the bridge of her nose and the line of her throat.

"Not entirely," she said, and her hands found a tighter grip into his hair, pulling him so she could fit her mouth squarely unto him. "Just happy. It's not a feeling I'm familiar with."

Leo's smile pressed further and further onto her and she laughed again, his kiss and her breath mingled and mixed, his heart and her soul caught up together into one. There was a beauty to it, the way she loved him—so entirely, so wholly. It was uncertainty, but in all ways, it was true.

Everything about him was true, so true; he made sense when nothing else did—and so, nothing really made sense without him.

His hand had just begun to feel across her shirt when the knock at the door startled them both.

They flew apart, hands pulling, hair flying, hearts racing, and Leo pressed a final kiss onto her mouth before he jumped up and into the chair near to the bed. He grabbed a book from the nightstand on his way there and pulled it open upon sitting down.

Corrin wasn't quite as fast, smoothing her hair and then just flopping onto the bed, her arms and legs spread out, long and gangly, her hair a halo across her pillows.

Xander opened the door to find Leo reading aloud to his older sister. He was, undoubtedly, unaware that either of them knew they were unrelated.

"And on the third day of the summer, the man—Ah, uh, Xander! Hello."

Corrin sat up on the bed, her eyes unfocused, and smiled at her eldest brother, her legs crossed as she shifted them over the bed. "Hi, Xander."

He raised an eyebrow at them both, but turned to face Corrin from the doorway. "It's time for your training session. I think this may be the one, little princess, if you prove yourself worthy."

"O—of course!" Corrin jumped up from the bed and her face was alight with real excitement. "I'll be right out."

Xander shut the door behind him and the knob clicked into place.

Instantly, Corrin was seated in Leo's lap, her legs slung over his waist, her eyes shining.

The prince jumped in surprise, but his hands found their place on her hips and he only welcomed her to him. "So this could be it," he said, and he tried to sound enthusiastic, for her, if nothing else, even if that was the last thing he was. "Your final test."

"Yes!" She was grinning, and it was contagious; Corrin was so naïve, so young in her thoughts, that it made it hard to resist anything she was feeling. "I could join you all at the castle now, if Father finds me worth it."

Leo nodded, but his mouth found a place at her neck and he held her tightly to him, her warmth infectious, the pump of her blood slow and familiar to his heart. "Won't you be careful, Cor?"

The softness to his voice made her hesitate for a moment. "Always."

Her mouth pressed a final marking to his lips before she moved, dragging herself from him and reaching for her sword.

He'd miss the way she felt against him.

* * *

><p>The day that was supposed to be her happiest was quite possibly the worst, he realized, as he sat now in his chambers.<p>

His head was in his knees, the moon the only thing lighting his way, and he sighed, hands gripped tighter in his hair.

Corrin was gone. The scum he had set free snatched her, assumedly, when Father had sent her out for her first mission, and she was nowhere to be seen. Hoshido was the last option and of course, the last place they could check. But for now, there was no way across the border, nothing to help them across.

Father had only laughed when he mentioned it, that Corrin was likely there, unsure and lost, her hands trembling and heart confused. Leo had insisted they find a way across the border and fast, a way to break the spell that the queen had placed upon the land and immediately invade, if not to only take the princess back but to take new land.

Garon had shrugged him off with little more than a chuckle, waving him off, shaking his head. "I've already taken care of it," he said, and that was all.

Already taken care of it. What did that mean? Leo couldn't imagine anything was taken care of if Corrin wasn't safe at home. There was something strange and entirely corrupt about the entire thing, and yet…he couldn't face his father. No one could. There was nothing to be said and nothing to be done, so Leo retreated back to his room and sat with his head between his knees, trying to come up with something that could put his mind at peace.

But she was the only thing.

He loved her so, his princess, never a sister but a friend, a lover. She was the only place he could be at home, the only place he found it easy to smile, to laugh, and she was so beautiful, he often lost his breath without even touching her. And yet, it was pure awe, only awe, that filled her face when she saw him, as if he was the prize instead of the outrageously lucky winner.

Without her, he was lost, drowning—he couldn't name the feeling if he had tried, the feeling of being so surely lost and confused and unsure, but to have never of been more confident in his love for anything. His fear was dominant now, his fear for her, his fear of his father. He was stuck, trapped. She was gone.

Corrin was gone.

And Leo was lost.

* * *

><p>The next time he saw her was on the battlefield.<p>

Damn it, he had hoped she would never have to see one, the way the blood spilled and the flags fell; it was no place for her, the delicate girl, the one with the bright eyes and the endless hope and the wonder in her face. He didn't want her to lose it, any of it, herself or her beauty or her mind.

And he didn't want to lose her.

But she stood now between the two armies, the two nations who were so achingly different, so oddly and forsakenly strange, that she looked like an angel descending, caught in the light of the sun that shone from beyond Hoshido's capital.

She appeared unharmed, her skin just as pale as it had always been, her arms outstretched in uncertainty as she stood between Nohr and Hoshido.

Xander was speaking to her, proud atop his mount, and Leo wasn't listening, but he knew he was asking her to come home.

To come home. It was asking very little of her, to come home. Return to your prison, return to your family that visits twice a month. Come back to where the sun won't touch your skin and your eyes will dim eventually and your soul will be trapped.

But she could come back to him.

Leo knew she wasn't coming home.

He knew it, but it didn't mean he didn't hate everything for it.

He hated his father, his brother, his sisters—hated them all for leaving her like this, trapping her like this. He hated Nohr and Hoshido, hated war and pain and battle, hated knowledge and wisdom and blood.

He hated her for not choosing him.

Corrin turned her back on Nohr by drawing her sword, the same motion Leo had taught her not even a week ago. She stood back on her heels, balanced atop her toes, her legs poised, shoulders squared. She was achingly beautiful that way, so strong, so sure. Her weapon gleamed, pointed at Xander's heart.

It took her a moment, at least, to compose herself, and her hand shook.

"Xander."

Her voice, by the gods, he had missed it. The softness was still there, even as she betrayed everything she had ever known, and she was refusing to look at him, her eyes trained solely upon the commander of the troop.

Leo had never really been happier than he was in that moment that he was not the Crown Prince of Nohr.

It was irony at its finest, as the girl raised in the dark chose the light.

"Withdraw your troops."

Battle occurred after that and Leo wasn't sure what happened through most of it; he fought, but he didn't, his eyes trained mostly on her, his magic always aimed away from coming close to her. She seemed to be doing the same, avoiding him at any cost possible, heading straight for Xander. It was easier for her, he realized, to fight Xander, than it would ever be to fight him or Elise or Camilla. She could pretend it was practice.

She could pretend it wasn't real.

The ride home was a quiet one, a one of silent cries and hushed words and defeated lies. There was nothing else to it. Corrin had chosen them, her birth family; she had chosen them.

And more than anything, Leo wished he could understand.


	2. ii

_a/n: Ha! The closest anyone ever gets to fighting in this fic. also some more Leo-internal-torment. Gotta love him. Very early update, but oh well._

_Don't forget to review and let me know if you're confused/see any mistakes;) this is the last "chapter" that's still in-game, so I used a lot game dialogue..._

* * *

><p><em>ii. <em>

_[I didn't really see you again until the day I was ordered to kill you. I knew it was unavoidable, but it still hurt me…. There were only a few battles before that one, but they never really mattered; I never truly intended to kill you in those._

_But this one I did.]_

Perhaps the hardest thing about losing Corrin was knowing that she was still there.

It was knowing that he could still have her, that she could be wrapped in his arms at night, they could be fighting together, side by side, never apart, if she had only chosen differently that day. They could have told their family, and in time, they would have accepted it. In another lifetime, maybe, it would have been enough, _he_ would have been enough for her. But not in this one.

Not in this one.

It was in the time that he wasn't helping Xander (plot for _her_ true kingdom's demise) or completing tedious and poorly thought-out missions assigned by his father (which often involved killing _her_ people) that Leo had to come to terms with how he really felt about Corrin.

He loved her, there was no doubt in that.

But war had never been a time for love, and Leo knew he had to accept that, especially if he valued his own life or Elise's or Camilla's. If his father ever caught the slightest thought that his youngest son would turn sides, Leo would be six feet under within the hour and Elise would be forced to take his place. Which meant he and Elise were completely and utterly screwed.

It was such a war, such a battle with himself, as Corrin had always made things easier, not harder. She had always made him laugh, made him smile—she was the only person who understood, who listened, and who, in most cases, would let him fall asleep beside her when his dreams were bad and he couldn't sleep.

She was never the elder sister, but the warmest smile, the best hug, the softest voice. He knew she had reasons for choosing against him, that she wouldn't if she didn't know that was the right path, but there was no way to know and no way to ask. Corrin was just so far.

Except in battle.

He had seen her a few times in battle, donning Hoshido armor and bearing the blade Yato in her left hand. Leo had no doubt that Corrin was the bringer of peace—Yato came of no surprise to him. But her determined face, her tactics that often mimicked something that he would have chosen; she was too familiar, too similar—she was pushing herself into every possible place she could and hurting him every time she did.

The attack on Camilla had been child's play; Leo could have taken her entire army then and there, rebels included, but he couldn't bring himself to. When he raised his scroll, he caught sight of her eyes watching him with such an intensity, such a longing, that he had to retreat. She wouldn't do any harm right then. He could stop her later. She was just _so_ heartbroken, her face broken without really showing it.

She looked like a kicked puppy and he hated it.

It was wrong and it was right, the light on her side and the darkness on his. In their time together, they had coexisted, melded into an eclipse of some kind, a darkness infused by the light, but time was up and dues were paid. The light had never belonged with the dark, had it?

Leo supposed that was what he deserved for hating her to begin with, for hating the affection she received from Xander and from Camilla. He figured that this was his fate, his true and absolutely shitty fate that had been forced unto him all because he had been jealous of a beautiful girl locked in a stone tower.

And in all cases, did it not make up for it that he ended up loving her too?

He fell under her spell too, the girl with the dragon blood, and he figured that was enough punishment.

Now he was forced to plot against her, sleep without her, be so far from her, and he was entirely sure _that _was punishment enough.

But the fires in hell never really cool down.

The day Father ordered Leo to kill Corrin was the day the prince had to kill himself.

Maybe not in a physical way—though he had considered that—but a mental way, a soul sort of way; he couldn't kill her, so maybe he could put himself at ease. Change himself, change his beliefs. Find his solace in the darkness, and forget the light. Forget her.

Forget the way her hands feel across his skin, his face, threaded through his hair.

Forget the taste of her mouth, tea and strawberry and so soft, so gentle.

Forget the rise and fall of her chest when she sleeps, her arms tucked across his, nose pressed into his neck.

He couldn't kill her if he thought like that.

But he couldn't let her live on. She'd kill Father, tear down his people, tear down his entire nation and without hesitation. She had plainly sided and made it clear what she had to do find her peace. Nohr meant nothing to her, but it meant everything to him. It was his home, his people; the culture, the life, it was all his and nothing less. He couldn't lose it, not as prince, not to her.

Nohr was not her home and she had made her choice.

Leo had to make his.

His Father commanded him to kill her because no one else had managed to, her army too strong, their own tactics too weak. It was pathetic, really, how she was parading across Nohr like it was a circus, slaughtering entire masses of Faceless and, yes, Nohrian soldiers too.

It seemed as if his choice was made for him.

So he obeyed his father's commands and marched across Nohr to the swamps, where he knew he could get the upper hand in the fog and the mess. At night, too, and perhaps the darkness plus the fog would hide her face as he did what he had to. There was no other way, really. Not for him.

They came soon enough, stumbling right across his graveyard just as predictably as they could be, the entire mass of people that his love had found to follow her to her death. It was unsurprising, the amount of people that she had found to love her in his stead. Corrin was so lovable, there was no doubt that she could have the entire nation behind her if she only asked.

The Faceless he had summoned waited on his command, but he hesitated, unsure. It would be best if she saw him, surely. It would be best if she knew how she was going to die.

She wondered aloud as she always did and he answered her, childishly and foolishly, but answered nonetheless.

"Have you really lost your night eyes already, Sister? Hoshido has made you soft."

Leo called her Sister intentionally.

He knew she recognized him immediately, as her eyes widened, her face slacked. Corrin's shoulders tensed, but she reacted to his voice the same as she always had, willingly and openly, taking a step towards where she heard it from, her eyes searching. "Who's there?"

"Quite an attitude to take in the dark," he told her, but he mounted his steed and prepared to move forward, grasping his chosen weapon hard in his hands. His skin was turning colder, his heart beating faster, but he couldn't back away now. He had chosen Nohr. He had chosen the dark. "See for yourself."

When he emerged from the fog, she caught eyes with him instantly and he cursed under his breath, for his initial plan had to been to avoid her gaze at all costs. Her eyes had always been his undoing, their glossy, red shade a wonder to his own.

She watched him without caution, her sword drawn down by her side, and seemed almost at relief, like she knew he wouldn't hurt her. Corrin smiled, her eyes alight, and her face turned up with such a brightness, Leo had to grit his teeth to keep his control.

Don't think.

Don't feel.

Don't remember.

"The Nohrian law is blunt on the subject of traitors," he said, and his horse moved closer. "There is only one punishment."

Corrin flinched back like she had been stabbed, stumbling into the eldest prince from Hoshido, one who's name eluded Leo as he watched his love flinch from him. She trembled for a moment, but stood back to her feet, gripping Yato a bit tighter, her eyes clearly broken, but her teeth set.

Her knees were shaking.

"The sentence is death."

Her siblings intervened at once, of course, and there was shouting and pointed fingers and cursed names. Leo told them all of his plans and his wish to kill them, his wish to put them back where they belong and replace what had been torn. "After all," he said tightly, rigidly, and it felt like acid in his teeth. "the sister that I once loved is dead."

He thought that would be what made her turn away from him.

But Corrin was watching him with a curious face, her head tilted, lip between her teeth. She was doubting him, yes, but she looked as if she _knew_, like she knew how hard this was for. It shouldn't have been hard. He was the second prince of Nohr. He should have had no hesitation. But the way she watched him…it made his blood burn.

He was determined to prove himself so he continued on, the acid growing in the back of his throat. He was stronger than her. He could do this.

He had to.

"You Hoshidans think you're all a ray of light in this world, but you're hypocritical fools," he spat, gripping harder at his reins, knuckles paled white. "True power comes from a heart forged in darkness."

Corrin's face turned up in a slight smile then, and watched him carefully. She looked like she knew. Like she had caught him red-handed.

Her brother, the one with the long grey hair and the obnoxious yumi, continued on, throwing as many childish insults as he could in one go, but Leo shrugged him off, hitting with what best he could manage in word play before the water of the swamp took its place.

The Hoshidans began to burn beneath the power of the dark, but Corrin stood tall still, her hair framing her face, the same lazy smirk upon her face. Damn it, that girl. She knew all his tricks. And apparently, she was still tied to Nohr somehow.

He didn't want to think about what was holding her down in Nohr.

He knew it was him.

"No matter," he said heavily, twisting so he could return to his pedestal above his tireless creatures. "There won't be an escape today. In the dark forest where even the moon and the stars dare not shine, all sources of light shall be swallowed up in my darkness...because I will it so."

Corrin froze and her smirk dropped. She tilted her head again, but this time it was a look of sadness, not play.

He turned his back on her and the battle began.

* * *

><p>They bested him somehow and damn it, was he confused.<p>

He was beaten, completely and totally beaten, his Faceless gone, his own strength depleted. There was nothing left for him to do but fall at her feet and beg for her not to kill him. Leo had done all he could for his nation and for his people.

He fought for Nohr, and by the gods, did he lose everything by trying.

"Well," he said, and it was through gasps as he held a hand to his chest, staunching the blood of a light wound that was deeper than the rest. "Do what you must."

Corrin's face was grim and her eyes were dark. "No. Accept your defeat, Leo, and we can end this together."

"But we can't!" Leo gasped, and he grit his teeth again. He watched her with stars in his eyes, and she was still shining. Somehow she was still a light in the darkest place he could find. He had tried to extinguish her and she was only brighter than ever. "Don't you see? This can't ever end."

"It can—"

"No! Not until one of us is dead, Corrin."

Her light gleamed a bit dimmer. She drooped under the weight of his words.

"I—I can't accept that. No, I won't. There was no need for us to be at war in the first pl—"

"You always have been naïve," he said, and he shook his head. "This is war! This is life or death! Only the strong can survive now. If…If Nohr bows down, we'll lose everything. Our land and our people, our culture, our legacy, our family…our entire lives."

Corrin grew much dimmer after that. "I—I…"

"Face it, darling. This was your choice."

"Why are you doing this?" She whispered, shrinking, shaking.

"Because I have to. I can't back down, Corrin, not even for you. Not even for the love that means the most to me. Nohr is counting on me. Xander, Camilla, Elise…They're all counting on me."

"Leo…"

"Don't," he said, and his voice had gone. "Please. I don't want to hear it. Not like that."

She tightened her shoulders and took a deep breath. In that moment, Corrin had to grow into herself and into the choice that fate had brought her to. She knew he was right. Only the strong survive wars.

"Okay, t-then don't move, Leo, o—or I'll have no choice."

"I've already made mine," he said softly.

Corrin shook her head, and he knew she was crying. She had to wipe her tears on the back of her arm, and if Leo could name the moment that was most painful for him, it was likely that one, the one where she was crying because of him and he couldn't take her into his arms unless it was to snap her neck.

"I won't give up on you," she told him and he knew she was true. "If you didn't love me, I'd already be dead six times over by now. I—I believe in our love, Leo, and I believe you won't kill me. I don't want to fight you—you or Camilla or Elise, not anymore.

"I…I'll always love you, Leo," she finished, and her eyes glistened. "That will never change."

And by then, how could he tell her no?

* * *

><p>She asked him to join her, but <em>that<em> he _did_ say no to.

"You're asking me to betray my father and Xander. And everyone else. I—I can't do that, Corrin. I've already betrayed you."

She understood him then, when he wouldn't take their side.

He, however, wouldn't fight against it.

In that case, he had to warn them about Xander, who, in all ways, had become more powerful than anything Leo had ever read about. He was strong, but also skilled in other things now, things of ancient and old power. It was something that was unheard of, and yet, sane in all ways it shouldn't be.

The warp book to Notre Sagesse was probably a flourish of damage that Leo could have avoided, but the look in Corrin's eyes wasn't one of games, not anymore. She was so determined now, so bright in her light of hope, she had to be right. What she was fighting for was peace, not death. She didn't mean to destroy Nohr, she meant to free it.

That had to mean something.

Her party settled in at the graveyard once he assured her there would be no more Faceless. Then they slipped off before she warped them all away, off into the trees and the dark to stand close and unseen.

He didn't even know where to begin.

"Corrin, I—"

"Stop," she said, and her voice was sad. "I don't want an apology. Your heart is good, Leo. You wouldn't do this unless you had absolutely no other way."

"Father, he—he threatened Elise, told me if I didn't kill you, he'd make her pay for it, and I couldn't—"

"And I don't blame you. There is nothing stronger than true love besides a brother's protection. I know that better than anyone."

He was quiet a moment. "Are you okay?"

"Honestly?" Corrin sighed, before her hand caught up in her hair, ruffling through it. It was her way of signaling how exhausted she was, a habit she had picked up when she was young and alone. "I don't know. I just want to be finished. The fighting isn't the worst of it. It's seeing the faces, especially the ones I grew up beside, and realizing they're only fighting because I willed it."

"I can't tell you you're wrong," he said. "But I can tell you I believe you're doing it right. So long as you leave Nohr's people alone, I—I won't stop you. Not again."

"You'll have to forgive yourself for that," she whispered.

"For what?"

"Trying to kill me." She gave him a hesitant smile.

"I can't," he sighed, his eyes dark. "I won't. Not ever."

Corrin shook her head. "You will. When this is all over and I'm safe in your arms, you will."

Leo looked at her, his eyes blown wide, mouth dropped, and his heart sped up. "You mean…"

"I'll come back to you," she said, and her face was confused. She tilted her head. "Did you ever doubt that I would?"

"Well I did just try to kill you…"

"To save Elise. Not just to kill me."

The prince scowled, but he gave in, gave in to her infectious nativity and hope, smiling just a bit at the way she was looking at him. He had missed her so, her skin and her face and her eyes. Looking at him like he belonged instead of like he was dying.

"I will come back to you," she promised, and her hand found his along his chest, her chin tilted up. "I'll always come back to you, Leo."

"Love is strange," he admitted, and she laughed, the first laugh in months that filled his ears, filled his soul. "Moments ago, you were threatening to kill me."

"But I love you still. War just screws everything up."

"War is an absolute bastard, Corrin."

She smiled. "But love is strong. That's how it survives."

Leo gave in, throwing all his caution to the wind and pulling her closer to him, catching her between his arms and resting his chin atop her head. He didn't say anything and she didn't need him to, the sound of his heart doing enough.

"I forgive you," she murmured, her cheek pressed to his heart. "Let's just…not do it again."

"I don't think I was ever really going to," he whispered. "To kill you. But it felt like it."

"Love does what it has to," she said. Corrin ran a hand across his chest and then pulled away to look him in the eye, quietly, just enough to get him to give himself away completely.

She didn't know it then, but he was already so lost.

He was lost in her, if it wasn't so obvious, the way he loved her was bearing down on him harder than he realized. He had just given in, given up; all of his work for Nohr gone, shattered like glass, heavy as rain but soft as silk. If his father found out, he was dead. If his brother found out, he was dead. If he ever really came to his senses…well, perhaps he would be alright.

It wasn't ever really his choice to begin with.

It had always been hers.

His fate would always follow hers.

Damn Fate.

Then they were quiet, lost in their own world if only for a bit, like a moment back in the fortress where they could pretend and forget, no death and no war and no worries. Corrin was the one who broke it.

"You're different now," she blurted, and her face was still bright—it obviously wasn't something she was worried too much about. "The way you walk and the way you stand. It's like you're not sure about anything. You've always been so sure…"

"Everything is so uncertain now," he told her. "I don't have you to go back to, in the fortress. You're what I had to cope. Now I have to cope _without_ you and that's harder than anything I had before."

She sighed and her breath was warm on his skin. "I can't apologize for leaving Nohr, Leo, but I can tell you I've never been sorrier than when I left you."

He held her tighter.

"Corrin?"

"Mhm?"

"How did you know?"

She raised an eyebrow.

"That I wasn't going to kill you."

"What you said in the beginning," she admitted. Corrin traced a pattern across his chest as she spoke, but she refused to look away from him, her fingers slowly tracing closer to the light stubble that crossed his chin. "About darkness being where true strength is forged. That gave you away. I should have just stopped the entire battle then."

"But—"

"You didn't mean that," she said. "I know because you told me once that I so often was your light you wouldn't know what to do in the dark. And the way you looked at me then, right before the battle…I knew you still loved me. That I was still your light. So there was no way you believed that."

Leo didn't have a response, so he pressed her closer to him and breathed in the smell of her hair.

And when he had to say goodbye, he kissed her once and looked her in the eye. "Come back to me," he told her, sternly, but she knew and she nodded.

Leo disappeared over the trees and was gone before she could tell him yes.


End file.
